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	1. Prologue

**A/N: NEW STORY... i just couldn't resist... :) 3 Um this is all post-film. Prologue... ch.1 will be here soon. Check my profile for update dates and my social media accounts. FOLLOW ME!**

* * *

><p>Aman looked down on the scene, as Naina narrated her story, their story to Gia. He knew it, and so did Gia, that Naina and Rohit were mere seconds away from their death. Preparations had already been made, for Rhea. She was going to live with Gia.<p>

Naina lay on her deathbed, next to Rohit, who was also taking his last dying breaths. She glanced at the seemingly empty spot, where she could sense someone. She could sense Aman. She didn't know how he could be there, but she also knew that he had to be there. He wouldn't leave her now. He'd be the one to take her soul from her bed to heaven.

_"Main tumhe zindagi bhar pyaar karun ga, marte dam tak pyar karun ga aur uske baad bhi."_

"It's time Aman," she whispered. "Take Rohit and I, take us home. Bring us to you."

And so he did.

* * *

><p>Naina looked around, at their recreated neighborhood. This little slice of heaven was just like their neighborhood down on Earth, and the housing arrangements were the same. Of course, this was only temporary. They were all ready to be sent down to Earth.<p>

_"Iss janam mein Naina tumhari. Agle kinar janam mein, zindagi bhar meri hogi. Promise."_

* * *

><p>So, down they went as the new trio. Rohit and Aman as brothers: Rohit and Aman Kapur<p>

Naina: Naina Mathur

Rohit and Aman grew up together, knowing each other inside out. This time, no one had a weak heart.

This time Aman would get the heart.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: REVIEW! Whaddya y'all think of the ideas. Be sure to check out ALL of my other stories.**


	2. Chapter 1

**A/N: You know me :) SRK is life, and Kal Ho Naa Ho is on netflix, so I have extended access to it while writing this. I just love Aman-Naina, though I'm not too big a fan of Preity Zinta. (I'd rather KJo had cast Kajol). But I feel like Aman needed a happy ending. :P**

* * *

><p>Aman raced through the streets, trying to reach the restaurant before his friends did. He refused to be outshone by his brother, especially in front of Naina.<p>

Naina. That small dimple on her left, no _right_ cheek. Her anklets which she always wore. The way she spoke through her eyes, and wandered through his mind, opening new doorways.

He had loved her since the moment she had first seen her.

First seen her eyes, her beauty, her golden complexion. For him, her face had been carved from the moon. Her rosy cheeks, her addictive nature, and the way she tore his heart with a simple smile.

He wished he could tell her how much he loved her. How when he closed his eyes he saw her. How when he opened his eyes, he wanted to see her. Even when she wasn't there, he felt her presence in all directions, _har pal, har ghadi, har waqt._ His _naina_ looked for his Naina.

He ddn't know whether to call it love, madness, or the beat of his heart. It was all the same to him.

A lot of people loved, he knew. But he also knew that no one could love like him, as they didn't have what he did. They didn't have Naina.

He wasn't able to forget her.

He didn't _want_ to forget her.

She was his. He would love her for his life, till his dying breath and even after that. Truly.

He wasn't able to say any of this to her, no matter how hard he tried.

There was this inherent fear inside of him that he would reject him. Though, this clearly violated his mantra.

"Hasso, jiyo, muskurao, kya pata. Kal ho na ho."

He had vowed to live every moment to the fullest, to have no regrets, to not hesitate. Yet here he was.

Nearly making the biggest mistake of his life, by hesitating, which he would surely regret.

So he decided he would tell his brother first.

* * *

><p>"Okay, you first."<p>

"No, you first."

"Fine, at the same time."

Rohit nodded.

"One, two, three."

"I love Naina."

"I'm gay."

"What?" The brothers stared at each other in shock, unable to get past the others' admission.

Rohit was the first to come to his senses. "Naina. You're in love with Naina? She's been our neighbor for the past 2 years." Rohit shook his head. "Why are you just telling me this now?"

Aman redirected his attention toward his brother. "Because I've decided. After 2 years, that I'm finally going to tell her."

Rohit smiled. He had known his brother was hiding something. For several years now, in fact. Never, though, would he have thought that his brother was in love with Naina. He thought he was hiding an obsession with Shah Rukh Khan or something of that sort…

"Forget about me. You're gay?"

Rohit's smile fell, until he saw Aman's supportive expression. He smiled sheepishly. "Um, yeah."

The two brothers took a second before bursting out into laughter.

* * *

><p>Naina's hand searched for her glasses on her nightstand. She got up, cursing at her lack of sight, and actively looked for them, with her lack of functional eyes. When she finally got her glasses on, she glanced at the clock.<p>

"Shit!"

She stumbled over to her closet, grabbed something out at random and putting it on, dashing out the door.

"You're so stupid. All you have to do is not hit snooze, and you won't be late to meet Aman and Rohit. It's that simple."

"Naina!"

She turned around to see her grandmother holding her shoes.

Naina slapped her hand to her head, frowning. She reached out and grabbed the shoes, slipping them on. "Thanks, _dadi_."

Her grandma shook her head. "Just get married already."

Naina turned around, and ran across the street, where she knew the brothers were waiting for her.

But instead she found Gia.

"Hi sweetie. Where are your brothers?"

Gia smiled. "Well… They're sleeping. I think. Or they're getting ready. I'm not really sure. Or they might be eating breakfast. They did say for you to wait here until they came out. But I'm not really sure what I what I should do. So you want to play a game for while?"

* * *

><p>As Gia babbled on, Naina tried to look to the blinded windows and find Aman and Rohit. She diverted her attention from Gia as much as she could, to prevent from screaming at the girl without abandon. She loved Gia, but the girl was just so happy, so full of energy. She was against Naina's policy of not allowing yourself to be happy. Ever since her father had committed suicide, she wasn't exactly open to the idea of smiling and being happy.<p>

But ever since Aman and Rohit had moved in, the two of them had slowly opened her up. She had begun to smile, ever so slightly. She laughed ever so slightly.

She knew something was happening. For several days, everything had been different, everything had been new.

She'd been losing everyday objects that she always put in the same place.

She was humming, smiling when she was alone.

Everything seemed to sparkle and shine, every color and every star.

Suddenly, she didn't mind flowers as much.

The feeling was intoxicating. She didn't know exactly what it was, but she was beginning to believe it was love.

The issue was, she didn't know which brother she was in love with.

* * *

><p>Inside the house, Aman and Rohit were actually sitting on the couch, Aman resisting the urge to wait outside for Naina.<p>

They were used to her being late. Actually, none of them were usually on time. For anything.

They had sent Gia outside to Naina, knowing she would get fed up.

It was part of Rohit's plan to get Naina to fall for him.

Ever since Rohit had come out of the closet, he was slightly different. At least, to Aman.

There were some characteristics, that had always been there, which Aman had noticed, but not credited.

But this, this conniving to get Aman and Naina together was new. This was a side of him that Aman had never seen.

He assumed that it was the side of him that he had kept hidden for years. Even now, he refused to tell anybody outside of their immediate family. Meaning, they weren't telling Naina.

Aman didn't understand Rohit's reasons.

Naina knew them inside out, as if they had known each other before Aman and Rohit had moved next door.

So Aman didn't understand why Rohit wanted to hide from Naina that he was gay.

But then again, he didn't understand much these days. Save for Naina.

* * *

><p>Naina was about to walk straight past Gia and shove open the Kapurs' door, when Rohit and Aman stepped out, a large smile gracing Rohit's face.<p>

"Do you think it's funny to keep me waiting?" She fumed, huffing a piece of hair out of her face.

Aman pointed to her left cheek, smiling. "It's not good to be angry for no reason."

Naina grabbed his finger and shoved it back. "Wrong cheek," she glared, throwing in a fake smile for effect. "And what do you mean, 'no reason'? We have class today."

Rohit stifled a chuckle. "Naina, today is Saturday."

Naina paused. _Was it Saturday?_ She took a deep breath when she remembered that he was right. "Oh. Sorry." She allowed herself a small grin.

Aman smiled wider. "There we go."

Naina shook her head, the small smile refusing to leave her face after seeing the grins gracing the brothers faces.

_Kuch Toh Hua Hai. Kuch Ho Gaya Hai._

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Well, REVIEW! and whose excited for FAN? #me um. Yeah follow social media and check out my other stories. LOVE YOU ALL!**


	3. Chapter 2

**A/N: I'm probs going to start updating this one once a week, after the next update. This story is only going to be like 10ish chapters, give or take a few. More at the end!**

* * *

><p>Naina looked at the two boys. Aman and Rohit were sitting on the bench, sharing a popsicle, as they had, according to them, since they were kids.<p>

They were talking animatedly. Actually, they were arguing over who got the last bite of the cherry _red_ popsicle. Because, they always fought for the last bite, despite the flavor.

* * *

><p>Aman suddenly popped up, having lost the last bite to his brother.<p>

"How about we go to a club?" He turned and winked at his brother. Rohit gave him a glance back, but it was confused to a point where Naina was unsure if anyone but Aman knew what was going on.

"A _club_, Aman? A club?"

Aman turned back around to stare at his brother, bringing him to the side. Naina was out of earshot, but she did have the ability to see their facial expressions, at least with her glasses, she did.

* * *

><p>Aman was furiously waving his hands, trying to explain whatever his point was to Rohit.<p>

At first, it was obvious that Rohit had absolutely no idea what was going on. Slowly, understanding dawned on Rohit's face, distorting his cherry red lips. He clapped his hand on Aman's shoulder, and whispered something in his ear, even though Naina couldn't hear them if he talked normally.

Aman looked straight at Naina, giving her a wink and turned back to his brother, who was laughing.

Naina felt her heart skip a beat, and tilted her head, focusing on Aman, her focus on their conversation now gone.

She noticed every fine line on Aman's face, the way he smiled, laughed, and even pouted.

She sighed, then was broken out of her thoughts by Rohit, who tapped her on her shoulder.

* * *

><p>"Earth to Naina. Let's go!"<p>

"Kahaan?"

Rohit smiled widely, to a point where Naina was now genuinely scared. No, she was terrified.

Rohit turned to Aman, and winked. So dramatically and obviously, that Naina could have seen it from a mile away. Without her glasses.

The brothers turned back to Naina. "A club!"

* * *

><p>Naina stood sandwiched between Rohit and Aman as the two brothers downed shots.<p>

"Come on Naina!"

Aman flashed her a smile, the kind he saved only for her.

The DJ blared through the speakers overhead. "Hey, I'm DJ RD and this is Club Nirvana!"

A cheer went through the crowd, including Aman and Rohit, who threw their arms up and whooped.

Naina shook her head. They were wasted. Actually, they were so drunk, they wouldn't remember this night the next day.

Naina smiled evilly as a plan began to formulate.

* * *

><p>Aman turned to the bartender. His brother was outside, waiting for Naina, who had insisted on going home to "get ready."<p>

"Make sure that any liquor that me or this man," he held up a picture of the three of them and pointed to his brother, "order is just water. Anything this girl orders," he pointed to Naina, "needs to be vodka or something equally intoxicating."

The bartender looked mildly concerned until he realized that the three of them were friends, as showcased by the picture. "You playing a prank?" He asked gruffly. When Aman nodded, the man held out his hand, signaling for money.

Aman quickly dug through his pockets, pulling out a 100 dollar bill and handing it to the man. "Make sure we don't consume a drop of alcohol."

The man nodded and placed nine shots on the table. He pointed to the six with water, and walked off.

* * *

><p>Rohit glanced at Naina, then his brother. His brother was a much better actor than Rohit had previously thought. Well, he had been able to hide the fact that he was in love with Naina for quite a while.<p>

They had finally managed to get those 3 shots into Naina, despite her resistance. They were entirely sure that she had a plan, thinking they would be twice as drunk as her, but she was a lightweight, as she didn't usually drink.

"Welcome to Retro Night!"

Between the last couple words of the DJ, they had managed to get the drinks down her throat, so this time, she screamed and whooped with them.

Suddenly, music began overhead, and Naina found herself swaying to the beat. She glanced at the boys, who seemed drunk beyond recognition.

* * *

><p>She had pretended to consume her drinks, choosing instead to pit them out when the boys weren't looking. If they wanted to drag her to a club, she was going to make them pay.<p>

All three of them danced to the song, pretending to be drunk, and not realizing that they all were sober as a cold stone.

Naina decided she wanted to leave, as Rohit and Aman were getting too friendly. With the other guys there.

* * *

><p>Aman wasn't sure why he was with Rohit while Rohit was hitting on guys. He supposed he thought it was part of the act. He knew that when they were drunk, girls hit on each other, so why couldn't guys do the same?<p>

Aman looked behind him, but there was no Naina. He thought for a minute, then looked down. There she was. He tapped his brother on the shoulder and pointed down.

His brother signaled to the guys he was talking to and walked out of the club behind Aman, who had hoisted Naina into his arms. He nodded his head at the guy at the bar, who smiled and signaled a "call me" at Rohit.

* * *

><p>Naina chose that moment to quickly open her eyes. She saw the man signaling at them. She knew he wasn't signaling to her, as she was presumed to have passed out.<p>

She thought back to the moments before she had entered the bar. She had seen Aman and the bartender talking before, then once again with Rohit.

Her eyes widened, unable to process the thoughts. Was Aman gay?

* * *

><p>Naina lay awake in bed thinking about Rohit and Aman. When the thought of Aman being gay had flown through her mind, she had completely forgotten about her prank, and allowed herself to be carried into her room and tucked in by Aman.<p>

He had kissed her cheek, then her forehead.

She could have sworn she had heard an "I love you".

She shook her head. The man wasn't pointing towards them, she decided. He was looking at someone else.

Aman wasn't gay. He couldn't be. Because she loved him.

* * *

><p>Aman laid in bed, thinking about Naina, knowing that if he simply looked up, he would see Naina's silhouette. He knew she was still awake.<p>

Actually, he was entirely aware that she had never even touched a sip of alcohol, he knew her that well.

He was in love. So in love, he didn't consider the whole prank a waste of money in the first place.

Love.

Life became beautiful in love.

Every dream appears attainable.

You find new destinations and wishes.

New places you want to reach.

Even the winds change their course.

Eyes start to notice colors.

And in love, even red starts to look nice.

Every moment, every second, always, lips say the same name.

"Naina," he whispered, allowing it to float away with the wind.

"Aman," Naina whispered at the same time, allowing her words to mingle with Aman's right outside their houses.

"Ram Dayal," Rohit whispered, after Aman had slept. "I love you, DJ RD."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I decided that I REALLY didn't want to include Rohit in love with Naina... He is part of the love triangle, but later. His relationships are mostly for comic relief. And yes, Ram Dayal looks just like Frankie. REVIEW! Check out my profile for social media and other stories. :)**


End file.
